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dear Mouse friewds, 



Have I ever iold you how Much I love scjeNce 
fic-tioN? I’ve always waNied write iNcredible 
adveNtures Set In aNother diMeNSioN, but I’ve Never 
believed that parallel uNiverses exist... uNtil now! 




That’s because My good frieNd Professor Paws 
VON Volt, the brilliaNt, secretive scieNtist, has 
just Made aN iNcredible discovery. ThaNks to soMe 
Mousetropic calculatioNS, he deterMiNed that there 
are MaNy differeNt diMeNSioNS iN tiMe aNd Space, 
where aNythiNg could be possible. 



The professor’s work iNSpired Me to write this 
ScieNce fictioN adveNture iN which My 
faMily aNd I travel through Space 
iN search of New worlds* 

We’re a fabuMouse crew: 
the spaceMice! 


I hope you eNjoy this 
iNtergalactic adveNture! 


V- 






Professor 
Paws von Volt 
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I exclusively by mice 

I omits captain! 

*^°'’^*^erlngaspaZ^'""^'^^ 

^'^"’9'ntergalacticmissians. 

oerfJL^.'^'^rues 

SPACEMICE! 





- ^ - 

The ShatteeMousix 


It was a calm cosmic afternoon: no 
i-bOTpYt^i on the horizon, no planets in 
danger, no urgent appointments in my 
digital calendar. In fact, the universe was so 
colm that Grandfather William had even 
given me a few hours off to rest! 

Holey space cheese, 1 could finally write 
some more of my epic novel: Tine Amazimg 
Adventures of tine Spacemice. Oh, 
excuse me — I haven’t introduced myself! 
My name is Stiltonix, GEronifTlO StiltoniX, and 
I am captain of the MouseStar 1, the most 
mouserific spaceship in the universe. (It’s 
a fabumouse job, even though my secret 
dream is to be a WR»?TER,. Shhh — don’t 
squeak!) 




The ShatterMousix 




As I was saying, I had been trying to 
finish my HOVBI for eons, but it’s not easy 
to write when you’re 
the captain of 
spaceship. Some 
sort of cosmic 
chaos is always 
popping up! 

I was feeling 
fabumousely focused on my 
writing when someone KfXJOCKED on the 
door of my cabin. 

Galactic Gorgonzola, 
who could it be? 

I turned and saw my cousin Trap, my 
nephew Benjamin, and his friend Bugsy 
Wugsy all standing in the doorway. 

“Hey, Cousin!” Trap said with a grin. 
“Why are you sitting here, molding like old 





The SmatterMousix 



Plutonian provolone? We need to scamper 
over to Poirk. right away!” 

I scratched my snout, confused. 

“You mean you don’t know, Uncle?” 
Benjamin squeaked excitedly. “Today a 
rattastic new ride is opening!” 


VAey. Cousi/,/ 









The ShatterMousix 




Bugsy Wugsy piped in. “And we’re going 
to try it out!” 

“You’ll come with us, won’t you, Uncle G?” 
they both cried at once. 

I really wanted to keep writing, but I 
couldn’t 3Q@S[pjp@aiB(^ my favorite 
mouselets! 

I nodded and got to my paws. “Oh, all 
right...” 

As we scampered toward PfliFk, 

Trap said, “I’m impressed. Cousin—for 
once, you’re not acting like a cheesebrain! 
You’ll see, a little adventure will do you 
good.” 

I didn’t understand a cosmic cheese rind 
of what he was squeaking about. “Umm . . . 

AD\iENTUI%E? 

Trap grinned. “I knew you wouldn’t be 
scared of a few steep declines, super 

o 


The StiATTfiRMousix 




sharp-as-cheddar curves, and a dozen or so 
acrobatic tailspins ...” 



Super steep declines?! Sharp-as-cheddar 
curves?! Acrobatic tailspins?! Oh, for all 
the galaxies in the universe, my whiskers 
were trembling in fear! 

Trap didn’t seem to notice. “We’re going to 
have so much fun on the ShatterMousiX!” 

The ShatterMousiX? Saueeeeak — the 
name alone twisted my tail in knots! 

A moment later, I stood in front of a supertail, 
supersteep, superscary rM^r coaster. 

Benjamin smiled. “It’s out of this world, 
right? I can’t wait to ride it!” 

RIDE IT? I was frightened out of my 
fur just looking at it! 









The ShatterMousix 




We’d almost reached the front of the line 
when MouseStar 1 ’s onboard 

computer, appeared in front of me. 


eti« ytiitwl etit yyiitwl 
etit ftiitwi 



Captain, you need to return 
to the control room at 
once!” 

I couldn’t help 
breathing a sigh 
of relief. I WQS 

saved! 



— ^ — 

Move It, Geeonimo! 



Breathless, I raced to the control room, 
followed by Trap, Benjamin, and Bugsy 
Wugsy. 

As soon as we entered the room, 
huffed, “Took you long 
enough. Grandson! What were you so 
busy doing instead of being the 
captain of this ship?” ^ 

I stammered, “Hello, 

Grandfather . . . I . . . 

Actually . . . Remember 
I had the afternoon 
off . . . to write my 

book? And then the 
ShatterMousix —” 

“What are you squeaking 




Move It. GE f?ONiMo! 


about, afternoon off? What book? What 
ShatterMousix? You are the captain of 
this ship, Geronimo! Anytime there’s an 
emergency, you need to get to the control 
room at once. No, you need to be here 
already! The whole crew is counting on 
you. Have I made myself clear?” 

“Yes,” I squeaked, hanging my snout. 

“G®®ci/F Mr®w gelt a iisb®v® ®i»f 
Wf© teaiv’© a isa)ysit©r«y 
ft© s©l/v©F^^ 

A mystery? Oh, for all the planets out of 
orbit, what was my grandfather squeaking 
about now? 

Just then my sister, Thea, called me over. 
“Geronimo, there’s something strange going 
on. Come look at the radar.” 

I approached and studied the screen 



Move It, Geronimo! 




carefully, but it looked like the usual 

iNTClifiTCLLAIi CPACC view to me! 

t DON'T SEE ANYTHING STRANGEl” 

I admitted. 

Grandfather William glared and yelled 
in a booming voice, “You wouldn’t notice 
a meteorite if it smacked you on the 
snout!” He enlarged the star quadrant on 
the screen. “Look again.” 

I concentrated and saw ajpfanet suddenly 
appear on the radar. It was sparkling and 
strangely shaped. It looked almost like . . . 

atock! 

I pointed to the screen. “What’s this? That 
planet just appeared out of nowhere! Wait a 
whisker-loving minute—now it’s not there 
anymore! It V^N?^Il^t>!” 

On the radar screen, the planet I’d been 
pointing my paw at was gone! 



Move It. Ge ronimo! 




I rubbed my eyes in disbelief. A moment 
later, the lock-shaped planet reappeared. 

For all the satellites in the solar system, 
Grandfather was right— 
this was a mousetastic mystery! 












Planet Lockix 


At that moment, our onboard scientist, 
Professor Gregimfur, entered the control 
room. He peered at the screen. “Cosmic 
Cheddar, that’s the planet □□□□□□! So 
it does exist!” 

What in the universe was he squeaking 
about? I turned to Thea for an explanation, 
but she seemed just as surprised 
as me! 

“Planet Lockix?” she 
repeated. “I’ve never heard 
of it!” 

“It disappeared from the 
galaxy’s radar years ago,” 

Professor Greenfur explained 
“But it has reappeared. Thai 






incredible! I had only read about Lockix 
in astro-geography books—and now here 
it is, on our own radar. My whiskers are 

■uohhlin^r 

Grandfather William scratched his 
snout. “The history of this planet is awfully 
mysterious, i want to know more!” 

We consulted the Encyclopedia Galactica, 
but the information about Lockix and its 
inhabitants was awfully vague. 






Planet Lockix 




Strange, very strange! 


Benjamin asked, “Why did the planet 

aosejnjxsap? 

Bugsy Wugsy asked, “Why isn’t there a 
photo of its inhabitants?” 

And Trap added, “Why isn’t there any 
information about the aliens’ favorite 

food?” 

Thea scolded him. “Trap, does this seem 
like the time to worry about food?” 



From the Encyclopedia Galactica 

Planet of Origin: Lockix 
Traits: These aliens are 
extremely reserved. 

They are very small and 
are known for their lack 
of physical strength, their 
dubious nature, and their 
resourcefulness. 











Planet Lockix 



“It’s as good a time 
as any!” my cousin 
answered, munching on 
a chunk of Flai^ian 

Yvioi^i^aTpella eheese 

that he’d found in a 
drawer of the control 
room. 

I held up a paw. “This situation 
is complicated. We need to understand 
what’s happening on Lockix, and the 
Encyclopedia Galactica doesn’t have much 
helpful information.” 

Meanwhile, the mysterious planet kept 
appearing and OI5firr(fll^ll1(l from our 
radar screen. 

Grandfather William looked at the radar, 
then at Greenfur, and then at me . . . 

Cosmic cheesy chews, I recognized that 



Planet Lockix 


look on his face—it meant ©yt*©f* 
this*world trouble on the horizon! 

Just as I suspected, Grandfather 
announced, “Grandson, we’re facing a 
of enormouse proportions — 
and you need to organize an expedition to 
solve it!” 

LSMPII^S 

00 Tweoo tmh/ss 
WflPPfiJW TO MSS' 



The Catch IX 


In the control room, everyone was 
enthusiastic about taking an expedition to 
the disappearing planet—everyone except 
me! I couldn’t help it; I was flooded with 
fear . . . 

What if we fell into a BLACK nCLE? 
Or ended up in the middle of a imoignetic 
storm? Or ran into PiRSTe sPSCeC^TS on 
Lockix? 

Thea looked up from the radar and 
interrupted my thoughts. “Geronimo, we 
have a problem! Lockix is disappearing and 
reappearing on the radar screen so quickly 
that I can’t get its 
to map out a route.” 

For all the lunar cheese, had I understood 





The Catchix 



her right? It was impossible to map out a 
to Lockix? Stellar Swiss balls . . . 
what fabumouse news! 

I was about to breathe a sigh of relief 
when Greenfur squeaked up. “Don’t worry, 
I have a solution! I’ll go get my latest 


For a nanosecond there, I’d 
thought that I would be able to go back to 


writing in my cabin! 

Greenfur scampered off to his 
and returned 
with a strange contraption. 
“This is the CatcfltX, a 
frequency catcher.” 

We must have looked 
cosmically confused, because 
he continued, “Thanks 
to a strong DGlfel? sPgiEfl 


catchix I 





The Catchix 




calculations system, this device computes 
all the false data and multiplies it by the 
frequency of the signal. Adding the cosmic 
• • • constant will give a perfect result! ” 



STINKV fiPACfi 
GlICCfiC .. • WI»AT» 


J But Thea seemed to 

understand perfectly. "You’re 
full of surprises, Professor! Can 
you explain how we use it?” 

Greenfur smiled "It’s 

enormousely easy! Just stick the catchix’s 
suction cup to the radar screen. In a few 
astroseconds, it will capture the exact 


of the planet! 


Professor Greenfur activated the device, 
which let out a sequence of sounds. 



The Catchix 


if 

Beep! Beeep! Beeeep! 

After a few moments, the professor proudly 
announced, “There, it’s done!” 

Lockix’s coordinates had APPKARKl) 
on the monitor! 

Grandfather William nodded, satisfied. 
“Thea, warm up the EXPLOHaTIOfl 
shuttle's motors. Get ready to leave in 
two shakes of a mouse’s tail!” 


—— 

Mission Invisible 
Planet! 


“Uncle, you’re going to the 0{IK!?0©0fe(k§ 
j®)(k3ijL)©G!” Benjamin exclaimed. “That’s 
rattastic! Can I come?” 

Bugsy Wugsy joined in. “I want to come, 
too—we could do a ri\0J((T about this 
mysterious planet! Maybe we could even help 
update the information in the Encyclopedia 
Galactica.” 

Both mouselets peered up at me 
hopefully. 

Leaping light-years! 

How could I say no? 

I threw my paws in the air. “Oh, all 
right—you can come! But promise me 




MIS_SIC^N InVISIBLE PLANET! 



you’ll be careful. Unexplored planets can be 
danger—” 

I didn’t finish my sentence because 
just then S^ll^ cle Wt^eneh, our official 
onboard mechanic, appeared! (She was the 
most fascinating rodent on MOUSEStBP 1, 
paws down.) 

“Fabumouse timing, Sally!” Trap cheered. 
“You’re just the EXPERT rodent to help us 
on our mission!” 







Mission Invisible Planet! 



Being around Sally made me turn red from 
the ends of my ears to the tip of my tail. 

Sally smiled at me. “Hello, Captain! Was 
there something you wanted to tell me?” 

I felt my knees wobble like sonic string 
cheese, but I tried to get a grip. “N-no, 
my m-mission—I mean, the in-invisible 
planet — I mean—” 

What can I say? I feel like Fm bouncing 
through an asteroid belt every time I 
see Sally . . . and I end up making a fool of 
myself! 

Finally, I took a deep breath and said, 
“The shuttle motors are up and running. 
It’s time for us to leave for the 

We headed for the shuttle as fast as our 
paws would carry us! Everyone chatted 

enthusiastieaii^, but i couldn’t 




Mission Invisible Planet! 



help moving a bit more slowly than the 
others. 

I don’t know why, but I had the terrible 
feeling that we were headed for a gaCaxy 
oftrou6fe\ 






— ^ — 

Something's 
Missing . . . 


After traveling for a galactic hour, we 
entered the orbit of the invisible planet. 

“Here we are - Lockix!” Thea squeaked. 

As my sister steered us toward the surface, 
we admired the landscape through the 
shuttle windows. There were ultramodern 
buildings, roads, squares, elevated 
walkways—and everything 
was shaped like a key, a 
lock, a keyhole, or a safe! 

Bugsy Wugsy’s eyes 
were wide. “Stellar Swiss 
balls — I’ve CDC^ITSIP seen 
any place like this!” 






Something’s Missing . . . 


“Uncle, I’m so happy we came!” Benjamin 
squeaked, tugging on my sleeve. “Look 
down there—an enormouse Qalactic 
space park shaped like a key!” 

Bugsy Wugsy added, “This planet looks 
like it has everything a rodent could want.” 

Thea 


muttered quietly. 

Trap rolled his eyes. “What are you 
squeaking about. Cousin? This place has 
everything! I can’t wait to land!” 

I looked down at the surface of Lockix, 
then over at Thea. There didn’t seem 
to be anywhere to land. I peered at the 
planet again and asked, TTCOS 

My sister shook her snout. “Exactly, 
Geronimo! I’ve looked everywhere—there 
isn’t one!” 


























Something’s Missing . . . 


We circled the planet over and over. There 
didn’t seem to be anywhere to land! 

Swfss svspeirinovasF How could 
there not be a single spaceport on Lockix? 
And how in the galaxy would we get down 
there? 


An Acrobatic 
Landing! 



Thea continued flying over Lockix, looking 
for a safe place to land, but it was more 
difficult than tracking down rare Martian 
mozzarella! First, Thea us to 

the right to avoid a lit-up building. Then she 
«>cuto the shuttle upward and turned 
left to avoid a satellite dish. 

Holey craters, 

I think I would 
have preferred 
to ride on the 

ShatterMousix! 

I grabbed my seat 
belt with both paws 


on 





1 


and tried not to toss my cheese. 

Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy, on the other 
paw, were having a blast. “Yalooo! 

Mouserifid” 



Finally, Thea squeaked, “I found just the 




















The ship 

toward a large square, and Thea maneuvered 
us expertly. 

I squeezed my eyes shut, and . . . 

Bam! 

I heard a bang, jumped in my seat, and 
then . . . silence. 


BAT-MUlVCiriiif^ bobotsi 











An Acrobatic Landing! 




I opened my eyes slowly, and . . . cosmic 
cheese chunks, we had landed and 

sound in the center of the big square! 

We climbed off the space shuttle and 

looked around in amazement, it 

definitely seemed like the first time in many 
BQ0isrflB wunm that someone new 
had landed on Lockix. 








An Acrobatic Landing! 




“This is so exciting!” Benjamin said. “No 
spacgMtce have ever visited this planet! I 
can’t wait to meet its inhabitants.” 

I scratched my snout. “Yes, but. . . where 
are its 

Just then we heard a noise behind us. We 
spun on our paws and . . . 

“It looks like someone’s coming to 





An Acrobatic Landing! 




WgIcomG us!” Trap whispered loudly. 

Sure enough, a group was approaching 
us, but these SlliCVlS were not what we 
had imagined . . . 

The Encyclopedia Galactica had said 
that the tIn-Hems were tiny and reserved, 
but the creatures coming toward us were 
enormouse, noisy deceptiods. There must 
have been some kind of 



—Jsr— 

Who Are You? 


One of the aliens stopped a few steps from 
me. He sneered and showed his teeth. Black 
holey cheese, he smelled like one of the 
coS’TKtc concoctions that Squizzy, our 
onboard cook, often whipped up! 

“Foreigners!” he said. “Who are you, and 
what brings you to our tiny/lal1?«h?” 

At those words, the smell of gJQOsGftBtB 
gSlPOBe and Martian mushrooms 
mixed with Trap’s dirty 
socks hit me. Cosmic 
cheese chunks, it took 
my breath away! 

I took a deep breath 
and gathered myself. “We 

are the epacemice, and 





Who Are You? 




I am Geronimo Stiltonix, captain of the 
MouseStar 1. We noticed that your planet 
was appearing and disappearing from our 
radar, so we have come to help you!” 

The alien snickered. “Help us? I am 
Claw, the captain of the Uh-Huhs—no, 
wait—what is it we call ourselves?” Another 
alien something in his ear. 

“Ah, yes, I meant to say the Eh-Hems! That’s 
us!” 

The group of aliens at Claw’s back began 
to and jab one another with their 

elbows. 

strange, very strange! 

We spacemice all looked at one another 
in confusion, but Claw went on. “We 
have been living on this planet for 
aslt]i«0)GeiiS)1tiii!S*’fes ... for galactic 
eras . . . Well, since forever!” 

o 



Who Are You? 



The group of aliens held back more 

[fl(l(iHT(K. 

Claw concluded, “We are so sorry that 
you interfered—uh, I mean, worried about 
us and our planet.” 



Who Are You? 




My friends pulled me aside. Thea was 
very suspicious. “How is it possible that 
they don’t know the JIfJiJIfF of their own 
species?” 

Sally nodded her head in agreement. 
“The Encyclopedia Galactica said that they 
were TiMiD AND SMV 

“They seem to be the OPPOSITll of 
timid and shy!” Trap scoffed. 

Was it possible that, for the first time ever, 
the Encyclopedia Galactica was Wrong? 



Weak and 
Defenseless! 


We were still unsure of what to do with the 
aliens. Suddenly, 
Thea squeaked, “I’ve got it! We can call 
Hologramix and ask it to double-check the 
Encyclopedia Galactical There must be an 
explanation in there somewhere.” 

“That’s a great idea,” I said, nodding. 
“Activate wrist communic—” 


But before I could finish. 






Weak and Defenseless! 




Holey craters, what now? 

Claw went on with a smile. “You can’t 
call your SPACESHIP. Communication 
with outside planets or vehicles is strictly 
prohibited on our planet!” 

m,e£)eorite(§! 

Thea narrowed her eyes. “Why, exactly, is 

it forfeiddCA?” 

“Well, outer space is full of traps, dangers, 
and space pirates,” explained Claw. “They 
could find us by Intercepting just one 
communication! We are so . . . um . . . weak 
and defenseless ...” 

Golactic Gor9onzola, had he said 
defenseless? 

These aliens seemed anything but 
defenseless to me! 

Claw’s friends began to chuckle again, 
but he gave them a look. “It’s for our own 



Weak and Defenseless! 




protection that we’ve kept our planet 

INV16IBLE all this time.” 

“How exactly did you do it?” Sally asked. 

The alien grinned. “Easy! We used a 
tNVtSt^ti^lTy ^rsTEh 
to keep ourselves hidden from galactic radar. 
It’s been flawless .. . until today!” 

Sally’s eyes sparkled with 
curiosity. “Holey craters, 

I would love to see it. 

What M®iSlilPl€ 
technology!” 

The alien sighed. “Yeah, it 
was a superrefined technology, but now the 
system is broken! That’s why the planet 
appeared on your radar. And without the 
Planetary Invisibility System, we’re doomed 
to be inv/oded by some evil passersby 
before long.” 




Weak and Defenseless! 




Cosmic cheese rays, how terrible! 

But I couldn’t help wondering . . . Why 
were all the other deceptiods sneering even 
more now? 

ST#?/\WGt, VtpV STPftWCtf 

Claw smiled sweetly. “By any chance, 
would you spacemice be able to help us?” 

“Yes, well, um—what would we have to 
do?” I asked. 



“We could use your 
help repairing our 
Planetary Invisibility 
System,” Claw said. 

“You seem to 
have a lot of 
resources, while 
we are just weak 
and Defenseless 
aliens. If we 


Weak and Defenseless! 




don’t fix the system soon, who knows what 
will attack us?” 

All the other deceptiods nodded in 
agreement, still ESEELSffE. 

Oh, for all the lunar cheese, what could I 


A True Captain 


As I thought, I remembered the words that 
Grandfather William had repeated during 
my first days as CGiptOlih: 

O A true captain never backs away from a 
space mystery! 

O A true captain always offers to help 
aliens in trouble! 

O A true captain always knows the right 
thing to do! 

So I took a deep breath and said, “Of 
course we’ll help! Sally, our supersmart 
mechanic, will surely be able to fix your 
Planetary Invisibility System.” 

Sally smiled at me. “Thanks, Captain!” 

I turned as red as spaghetti sauce from 
Saturn while Sally looked back at the aliens. 




A True Captain 



“Take me to your Planetary 
Invisibility System, and 
ril figure it out!” 

The 

peered at one another 
for a moment. “We . . . 
umm .. . well. . . We don’t 
know where it is.” 

Cosmic cheese rays, did I hear 
that right? The inhabitants of □□□□□□ 
didn’t know where their own Planetary 
Invisibility System was? 

“The Planetary Invisibility System is 
hidden,” Claw explained hastily. “It’s 
secret! Unreachable! For reasons of . . . 

SECVJRlTy'.” 

This explanation smelled funnier than 
§J>2Gt cKeeS’e^! 

“Only our technician knows where it is,” 




Claw continued. “But he’s . . . absent at the 
moment.” 

Thea twirled her whiskers. “AbS0intr?” 
One deceptiod responded, “That’s right! 
He’s exploring a satellite biosphere!” 
Another yelled, “He’s studying the paths 

of MMTMOM/TMSV’ 


















And another chimed in, “He has a lunar 
cold!” 

Oh, for all the planets out of orbit — they 
had each said something completely 
different! 

Strange! tEnormousefy strange! 

Claw said, “Our technician is absent, and 



















A True Captain 


all we have is the instruction monuol for the 
Planetary Invisibility System. There should 
be a map in the manual that shows how to 
reach the system, but we can’t figure it out.” 

“Bring me the manual,” Sally suggested. 
“Maybe I can decipher it!” 

Claw clapped her on the shoulder. 
“Thanks! You are truly a bunch of foo—um, 
SUPEqSlA/CET ncqaS!” 

He sent one of the deceptiods to get 
the manual, and Thea pulled me aside. 
“Geronimo, doesn’t this seem 
These aliens don’t know the name of their 
own species, they’re completely different 
from the way they were described in the 
Encyclopedia Galactica, and they don’t 
have a cheesecrumb of a clue where their 
'’7 -try ^y. 

is. What in the galaxy is going on here?” 



A True Captain 


I couldn’t shake the feeling that we 
were missing some very important 
information. “You’re right, Thea, but 
these aliens really seem to be in trouble. 
Plus, I gave them my word as captain — I 
can’t take it back now!” 

My sister nodded. “All right, but let’s stay 
alert. This seems like a fur-brained scheme 
to me!” 

I had a feeling that 
'if were on the horizon . . . 



The Planetary 
Invisibility System 


The deceptiods returned after a few minutes, 
carrying an 0:L^c-f-f^ON?c that looked 

like a tablet. 

One of them shrugged. “See? There are so 
many BUnONS! Without our technician, 
we can’t seem to get it open.” 

Sally had already gotten to work. In no 
time, she the manual and began to 

scroll through its contents. Cheesy comets, 
what a brilliant mouse! 

When she finished reading, she said, “This 
is just a simple instruction manual. There’s a 
map that shows how to get to the Planetary 
Invisibility System, see? It even indicates 




The Planetary Invisibility System 



which aMUMt devices are activated 
along the way.” 


“Antitheft? 1 hope they aren’t d-d- 
dan^orous!” I squeaked, shivering. 

Claw took me under his arm. “Don’t be 
scared—we’ll go with you! Surely you’ll 
need the guidance of us Seal — I mean, us 
Eln-Hems!” 
















The Planetary Invisibility System 




He put his other arm around Sally’s 
shoulders and led us down the path mapped 

out in the manual. 

Before long, we arrived in front of a small 
building. When we set paw inside, we found 
ourselves standing before a mysterious 

tunnel. 

One of the deceptiods snickered. “Please, 
guests first!” 

I gathered my courage and stepped 
forward, just as Sally yelled, “Captain, wait!” 

VHOOOOSHI 

A gust of wind tickled my fur. 

“What’s happening?” I squeaked in alarm. 
I took a few steps farther, and— 





Another gust of 
wind sent me flying 
through the air! 

WHOOOSV'- 

Cosmic cream puffs, 

I was struck by a real 
Now I 
couldn’t go forward at 
all, not even a whisker- 
length! 

Trap grabbed me by 
the ear and ordered, 

OET 

DOWN!” 

Sally came forward, 
yelling, “Captain, this 


The Planetary Invisibility System 



is the first cintitKef^t device! It’s an 
air-activated floor. You need to JlpOjIpISrE 
the airbursts to move forward!” 

I knew one thing—this wasn’t going to be 
easy! 

Thanks to their size, the aliens could move 
forward easily, and my fellow spacemice 
ClOd9^Cl the airbursts fabumousely. With 
Trap’s help, I finally managed to reach the 
end of the tunnel. My fur stood on end. 


o 









-'f.- 

Run, Captain! 


We continued on our way and eventually 
arrived at the entrance to a room with a 
floor eUTpVed like a frying pan. 

“This is strange,” I muttered. 

I didn’t have time to say more because 
Claw pushed me forward with his tail and 
boomed, “Proceed, mouseoid! You go first!” 

I tumbled forward and noticed that the 
walls were CUTpVed, too! The chairs, 
desks, and other furniture were all nailed to 
the ground. 

QQQQ QQQQOQQD 

I entered the room and tried to take a 
few steps, but—squeak! It was GOSmically 
Gomplicateil! 

Now, I’m not a very sporty mouse, but I 




Run. Captain! 




really couldn’t manage to move my paws 
forward at all! How . . . 

Suddenly, I noticed that the ground was 
no longer beneath my paws—it was slowly 
moving upward! Black holey cheese! The 
room began to roll fastofi and fastofi and 
faster. It felt like I was inside a supersonic 
washing machine! (n)(I(l(E{I(L(?0 

Sally squeaked out, “This is the WiHIIID 
aiHfnFt HeVlCB! Ifs a reverse spin- 
cycle room. Captain, to stop it, you need to 
press the red button on the wall!” 

I was SGAf^CD out of my fur, but I 
knew I had to follow Sally’s directions. 
I began to like an athlete in the Great 
Galactic Games, as fast as my paws could 
take me. With a lot of effort (and even more 
sweat!), I finally managed to press the 
button. 




/ As quickly as it started, the 

room stopped spinning. The other 
spacemice, along with the aliens, 
easily walked across to me. 

“VOU UNCLE!'' Benjamin 

cheered. 


Captain, press 
the red button! 


on, Unc/ej 







My muscles felt as wobbly as cream 
cheese pudding, but I was happy. 

Sally pushed on a nearby door 
and said, IHTJ Here’s 

the Planetary Invisibility System. 
Fabumouse job. Captain!” 


, pant! 

























What an 
Extraordinary 
Rodent! 


The door led into a laboratory. In the middle 
of the room was an enormouse computer 
surrounded by a h,Ug-€ of wires. 

Sally walked up to the computer and 
carefully analyzed it. 

“I have WlOUSetastIC HCWS!” she said. 
‘T know this system — I studied it at the 
Plutotechnic University of Ultraphysics and 
Galactic Mechanics! It’s based on a voice- 
generator model.” 

Claw smirked. “It doesn’t seem like it has 
much of a voice to me. This thing is quieter 

than a BLACK HOLE! 




What an^Extraordinary Ro dent! 


All of the deceptiods isyghesl loudly. 

Sally thought for a moment. “Usually, 
voice systems are really big chatterboxes. If 
yours is quiet, it’s only because . . . it’s been 
jammed!” 

the aliens said. They were 
suddenly interested. 

“Exactly—the system went into overdrive 
and then turned off,” Sally explained. “But 
it’s functioning. You just need a quick 
HhoM to make it talk like before!” Sally 
grabbed her multifunctional pocket tool and 
began working on the compute?, 
jumping from one side of 
enormouse machine to the 
other. 

Leaping light-years, 
what an extraordinary 
rodent! 




What an ExT RAOf?DiNAf?Y Rodent! 



My crush on Sally was growing! I have to 
admit, I was watching her so closely that I 
hardly noticed Claw wm€wm0ic 
something to his friends. 










What an Extraordinary Ro dent! 

Suddenly, a noise snapped me out of my 
trance— 



The supercomputer let out a sequence of 


sounds and then lit up like a cluster^ of 

SiaRS! 


Galactic Gorgonzola, Sally had done it! 

“MOORAyi” Bugsy Wugsy cheered. “That 
was marvemouse! I want to become a 
mechanic just like you, Sally.” 

I was proud of Sally and smiled shyly at 
her. She smiled back, which made me melt 
like cosmic cheddar too close to the sun. 

Cheesy comets, luhat a mouse! 

I was twisting my tail into knots when a 
voice SSSDSEI over the loudspeakers. 




What an Extraordinary Rodent! 


“Good morning and welcome to Lockix, 
spacemice friends!” 

Stsbiriry space dlimslt, the Planetary 
Invisibility System had found its voice—and 
it was superpolite! 

“I would like to thank you for the work you 
did THB. It is quite a pleasure to 

meet you! I would very much like to chat 
with you, but I must warn you that shortly 
before your arrival, Planet Lockix was 
invaded by the Sealeers. They are large, 
deceptiod aliens . . . and they are extremely 

DaNeERoUSi” 

Cosmic cheese chunks, 
did I hear that right? 


Claw and the we had met weren’t 

the real inhabitants of Lockix. Thea was 



What an Extraordinary Rodent! 


right! Suddenly, all of the strange things that 


had happened made sense! And now . . . 



ift daft|cr! 

Black holey galaxies, 


o 


A Galaxy of 
Trouble! 


The Scaleers ^urr©uil;d«d US, but 
Thea stood up tall. ‘T knew you were hiding 
something!” 

Claw stepped proudly forward and began 
to “Well, yes, we aren’t the 

ha, ha ... I mean the hee, hee .. . you know, 
the ho, ho . . . Basically, we aren’t the real 
inhabitants of this silly little planet!” He 
sharpened his nails. “We are the SCdlGCfS, 
the most ferocious, most clever, and most 
dangerous space pirates in the whole 
universe. Thanks to the malfunctioning 
ru^NlcT^ar iNVtSX^lUtTY ysTEf 
here, it was easy for us to land and take 




A Galaxy of Trouble! 




over Planet Lockix! And now, thanks to you 
Spacemice, we can make sure no other mice 
find this place again. It’s ours!” 

We were dealing with some real cosmic 
creeps! 

Sally narrowed her eyes. “Why were you 
so interested in Lockix?” 

Claw chuckled. “We need a base for our 



From the Encyclopedia Galactica 


Planet of origin: Slimedox 
Profession: Space pirates 


Traits: Aggressive, ferocious, and 
love to snicker 


Motto: You can tell a good day by 
its spoils!” 







A Galaxy of Trouble! 


RAIDS, and this planet is perfect for 
that. We can hide our stolen loot on Lockix, 
and no one will be able to find it! Who 
would ever think to look on an invisible 

Planet?” 


get away 


The other Scaleers burst into rowdy 
applause. However, Thea wasn’t intimidated. 
“You’re just a gang of 
You won’t get away with this!” 

Claw looked at her with a wicked smile 
on his scaly face. “Oh, you 
galacijc fools! Just what 
do you think you’re 
going to do about it? 
No one will be able 
to come rescue you, 
thanks to your help with 
the Planetary Invisibility 
System ...” 




A Gala xy of Trou ble! 




Stell^aMSwi^ 


l!)§)0aeb fc 


We had helped a gang of space scoundrels, 
and now we were their prisoners. We were 


in a cfaiavy of Ho^ifi 







Trapped! 


Suddenly, something occurred to me. 

“Ia/M-I/MMAT M-M-MAPPCNCD to TMC 
iNHABiTANTS OF L-LOCKiH?” I Stammered. 

“That is a very interesting question, 
indeed,” Claw said. 

“Wh-why?” I squeaked. 

“Because it’s the same thing that’s going 
to happen to you!” he exclaimed, laughing. 
He turned to his companions and ordered, 
CMS TMMMr 

Rat-munching robots, I was frightened 
out of my fur! 

As quick as comets, the Scaleers 
surrounded us. They led us to a big building 
cloaked in 

One of them waved an arm at the building. 












Trapped! 




“Welcome to the Lockix megastadium!” 

As we went inside, another added, “Don’t 
try any tricks! There are always guards 
watching the doors. There’s no !” 

Then the Scaleers left, locking the 
enormouse door behind them. 

I was squeakless. We were trapped! 

Wait one whisker-loving minute—we 
weren’t all here! Where were Benjamin and 
Bugsy Wugsy? 

Thea noticed the panicked look on my 
snout. “I saw them slip away,” she said 
quietly. “I’m sure they’re safe!” 

phew! At least my beloved nephew and 
his friend weren’t trapped in this horrible 
place with us! 

I sighed. “Mousey meteorites, we’re done 
for! We’ll never be able to stop those space 
scoundrels ...” 




Trapped! 


At that moment, a whispered 

from the shadows, “Who are you?” 

1 nearly jumped out of 
my fur! Who said that? 

We flipped on the flashlights on our 
W5^IST COh^ih^iVsIHICATO^^S and 

looked around. Swiss supernovas—the 
stands were filled with small aliens! They 
stared at us with a mixture of curiosity 
and fear. I suddenly understood—these 
were the real inhabitants of Lockix, the 
tIn-Hertis! 


o 









Now We're 
Here, Too! 


Thea breathed a sigh of relief. “You’re the 
inhabitants of □□□□□□, right? Are you 
all right? What happened?” 

No one answered. In fact, the alien who 
seemed like the LEADER, of the Eh-Hems 
took a step backward and turned his back 
to us. 

How mousetastically ^ H ^ 5 ! 

But then I thought about what we had 
read in the Encyclopedia Galactica, and it 
all made sense! 

I whispered to my friends, “Remember 
what we learned about the Eh-Hems when 
we first arrived here? They are a very private 




No^We’re Here, Too! 




species. That’s why they’re behaving like 
this—they’re Shy!” 

Trap exclaimed, “Good thinking, Gerry 
Berry! That must be it. You know how to 
get them to speak to us, right?” 

I held up my paws in protest. 

"I actually-'' 

But Trap pushed me toward the Eh-Hems. 
“A true captain always knows how to gain 
the trust# of a shy and private alien 
population.” 

Stinky space cheese, he couldn’t be 
serious! 

‘€o on, Soysin! ” he continued. 
“We’ll all support you from afar.” 

Then he left me alone in front of the very 
confused Eh-Hems. 

Sfiueeeak! Why did this sort 
of thing always happen to meP 

O 


Now We’re Here, Too! 




I tried to start a conversation with the 

aliens. “Hello! Well . . . 1 . . 

The leader of the Eh-Hems gave me a look 

that made me shut my snout. 

I glanced toward Thea, who nodded 

encouragingly. Next to her, Trap was waving 

his arms like a SOCCSflX fan. Sally gave 

me a smile and a thumbs-up. Holey space 

cheese, I couldn’t ciIfsap||S)a)fi»tt my 

friends! But what in the universe could I do 

to gain the trust of these aliens? 

I began to think and think and Onr»m .. 

yih-what.? 

think . . . until 1 got a fabumouse 
idea. The best thing is always 
to tell the Tf^OTfl! 

I gathered my 

QQQQQQO 

and turned back to the 
Eh-Hems. “Eriends, I am 



Now We’re Here. Too! 




Geronimo Stiltonix, captain of the 
spacemice. We landed on Lockix to help you, 
but instead, we got into a COS^^IC 
MESS! We are truly sorry!” 

The head of the tIn-Hems stopped glaring 
at me, cleared his throat, and spoke in a tiny 
voice. “Eh-hem . . . eh-hem . . 








Now We’re Here, Too! 




I noticed that he was blushing slightly. 
Those aliens were ti^eheKdHoi/seii shy! 

“Thank you for your honesty, spacemice. 
We Eh-Hems appreciate those who tell the 
truth. Now we know that we can -feipui-b 
you.” 

I squeaked a sigh of relief. 





^ \ 



He went on. “My name is Sam 
Shyguy, and I am the governor 
of Lockix. Our planet was 
invaded by the SoslMfS just 
after the Planetary Invisibility 


System broke. We refused to 
help fix it, so the deceptiods 


locked us in here.” 

Meteoric mozzarella, once the 
Eh-Hems got over their shyness 
they were really very @©lII[P£l^(§©l]Q@ 
little aliens! 

Thea walked up next to me. “But why 
didn’t you ask for help from neighboring 
planets?” she asked Sam. 

Sam sighed. “We Eh-Hems are very 
reserved aliens, but we are also very 
We have always managed to do 
everything on our own. We don’t know 


Now We’re Here, Too! 




anyone we can trust because our planet has 
been IfVJVISIBLE for so long.” 

“So that’s why there’s no spaceport on 
Lockix,” Thea squeaked. 

“And there’s ?nFoR,rT)AT?on about you 
missing from the Encyclopedia Galactica 
because you’ve been isolated for eons,” 
Sally added. 

Trap squeaked up. “Yeah, there aren’t 
even any recipe books from Lockix!” 

Sam nodded shyly. “Yes, in fact, we Eh- 
Hems have never really been interested 
in meeting other aliens. We invented the 
, L- w “ T . iN Vfciu tiY sysw 
because we wanted to prevent anyone from 
landing on our planet. We have always 
been [\dyy^ on our own—but now we 
understand that there are situations we 
cannot handle alone!” 



Now We’re Here . Too! 




My friends and I exchanged understanding 
looks. Then Thea declared, “You aren't 
alone anymore— now were here, too!” 

Sam’s face lit up with a smile, and all the 
Eh-Hems behind him grinned at us, too. 








Now We’re Here, Too! 


My friends and I exclaimed as one, 

ggeesGifls© Qggj/ 

^ S50(ggo 

Sam was clearly moved. “Thank you, 
spacemice! Maybe now, with your help, all 
is not lost ...” 



We Need a Plan! 


At that moment, we heard a strange 

CREEEAAAK 

and suddenly the stadium floor lit up! I 
nearly jumped out of my fur. Galactic globs 
of Gouda, what was going on? 

I was about to Ffl!f1I in fright when 
Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy popped out of 
the megastadium’s athlete entrance! 

Benjamin cried, “Uncle, we need to tell 
you something!” 

I hugged him tight. “It’s fAfUlVSitoUTO 
to see you, mouselets! But where were you 
hiding? Are you the ones who lit up the 
ground just now?” 

“After we snuck off, we followed 







We Need a Plan! 


you from afar,” Benjamin explained. “When 
we saw that the Scaleers were bringing 
you into the megastadium, we looked for a 
service entrance. We hid down in the room 
reserved for the space referee.” 

Benjamin pointed to a Q^QQQ 
shaped like a lock right above 
the athletes’ entrance. 

“Using the audio system, we could hear 
everything!” he went on. “Once we heard 
that you had befriended the Eh-Hems, we 
turned on the lights—and here we are!” 

Bugsy Wugsy tugged on my tail. “Uncle G, 
we have some bad news, too. We overheard 
that the Scaleers are preparing for another 

AMbnESUDi” 

I turned as\yAy7KFi?@ as Martian mozzarella. 
Green cheesy moons, we couldn’t catch a 
break! 

0 



We Need a Plan! 


Luckily, Sally squeaked up. “First, we need 
to get out of here. We can use the 
Dddq that the mouselets came through. It 
sounds like it’s unguarded.” 

Sam shook his head. “Once we’re outside, 
the Scaleers will simply us again!” 

Trap scratched his snout thoughtfully. 
“We need to stick together and defeat the 
Scaleers using our wits.” 

“I agree,” Thea said. “But ' 




An Irresistible 
ChallengeI 


I sighed heavily. Rat-munching robots, 
we didn’t have any idea how to 
OVJTSWXRT the Scaleers! 

Just then Sam Shyguy cried, “I’ve got it! 
While we were trapped in here, we heard 
the Scaleer guards chatting . . . and we 
discovered their 

“Tell us!” Thea said with a smile. “What 

is tt?” 

“We noticed that the Scaleers like to 
SnffiKER and a lot,” Sam 

explained. “In fact, there is only one 
challenge they cannot resist: the Interspace 
Joke Challenge!” 




An Irresistible Challenge! 



The INTERSPACE >IOKE CHALLENGE? 

Cheesy comets, I had never even heard of it! 

My friends were surprised, too. “UIHflT 
IS THST? they asked together. 



TMQ INTSRSPnCQ 
CMnLLQNB0 


From Che Encyclopedia Gaiaccica 


The most famous team joke \ 
competition in the cosmos. 

Rules: Each team tells one Joke per 
turn. If the other teams laugh, ^ 
they pass the round; if not, they 
are eliminated. (You are not allowed to tickle your 
opponents!) The final team left after all other teams^ 
have been eliminated wins. 

Teams are eliminated if; 

1. The opposing team does not laugh. 

2. They run out of Jokes. 

3. They don’t respect the rules. 

Reigning champions: The Scaleers! 






An Irresistible Challenge! 



Sam explained, “It’s the most famous team 
joke competition in the cosmos! Whoever 
tells the rUMMlE-ST jokes wins. A team is 
eliminated when it runs out of jokes to tell 
or tells a joke that doesn’t make anyone 
LavjcjH. If we challenge the Scaleers, they 
will surely accept—after all, they’re the 
reigning champions!” 

Squeeeok! A competmoti* 

Leaping light-years, I never would have 
thought of that! 

Sam added, “I’ve been thinking about this 
for a while, but I didn’t do anything about it 
because we Eh-Hems are too But with 
the spacemice on our side, we can conquer 
our shyness!” 

Trap gave Sam a high five. IN, 

Q 





An Irresistible Challenge! 



“It seems like our best chance to get out of 
here,” Thea added thoughtfully. 

“We’ll help you, too!” Benjamin exclaimed. 
“Bugsy Wugsy and I know a ton of fabumouse 
jokes from school!” 

My friends’ enthusiasm gave me courage. 
I shook Sam’s hand and said, “Of course 



An Irresistible Challenge! 


we’ll help you—let’s CHALLENGE the 
Scaleers!” 

With that, we called the guards. The 

JOKE GMALLENGE was about 

to begin! 



— * 3 ^— 

A Daring Deal 


The guards led us to the main square of 
Lockix, where we found ourselves snout- 
to-trunk with Claw again. Solar smoked 
Gouda, he seemed even more frightening, 
more wicked, and more STJNJfIf than ever! 
Next to our space shuttle was an 

enonmouse spacecraft. The 


Scaleers were preparing for departure—we 
needed to hurry! 

I tried to stand tall as I squeaked, 
“W-well ... we spacemice, along with the 
Eh-Hems, invite you to take part in an 
Interspace Joke Challenge!” 

The leader of the Scaleers snickered. 
“You will never beat us. We are the reigning 







A Daring Deal 


My whiskers wobbled — I could sense 
some t^TOUbhc approaching! 

Seeing that my fur was standing on end, 
Sam gathered his courage and said, “We’ll 
see about that! Here is our condition: If 
we Win, you Scaleers need to leave our 
planet... for good.” 

Claw looked thoughtful for a moment. 
He turned and whispered something to 
the other Scaleers, who all nodded their 
approval back to him. “Interesting ... All 
right, but if we win, you will all work for us 

t^OREVER! 

Cosmic cheese rays! He couldn’t be 
serious—could he? I wanted to be a writer, 

not a space plralc! 

“So, do we have an agreement?” Claw 
hissed. 

I looked at Sam, who was trembling in 


A Daring Deal 



his space cape. I knew that we were all 
worried, but what choice did we have? This 
was the only way to free Lockix! 

Sam and I shook Claw’s hand and accepted 
his conditions. 

tme deal Ia/AS done-squeak* 











Out-of-This- 
WoRLD Jokes! 


As we got ready to begin the competition, I 
couldn’t keep my knees from wobbUngiike 
cottage cheese all over again. On the other 
paw, the Scaleers were tremendmousely 
calm. They kept elbowing one another and 

SNICKERING. 

“Since you’re TieW at this, your team can 
go first,” Claw proposed. 

Trap began with a classic joke. “What 
is a cooking robot’s preferred condiment? 

QDDD’’ 

The Eh-Hems burst out laughing . . . and 
even the Scaleers couldn’t hold back their 
giggles! 




Out-of-This-World Jokes! 


One of the deceptiods was up next. 
“What’s a space pirate’s favorite food? 

tUNMi BARqitliliBCGUt! 

Stellar Swiss balls, those Scaleers were 
really good! 

Bugsy Wugsy and Benjamin took a turn. 
“What did the spacemouse say the first time 
he tasted Plutonian provolone? Thats out 
of this world!” 

All of the aliens SniC^k6']p6c[. I was so 
proud of our mouselets! 

The competition continued , ^aw, hawf 
for hours. It turned out that 
we all knew an enormouse 
number of jokes! 

Eventually, Sam 
Shyguy was up against 
Fang, a huge Scaleer. 

Sam EimMly stepped 



Out-of- This-World Jok es! 


forward. “What’s . . . umm ... the o-only 
thing a p-planet could a-ask for?” 

Then he stopped. Mousey meteorites! We 
had to do something, or this would be the 

end of QE1C3QD01 


come 


on! 


^3\>unr»ouse 


Sam/ ' 





Out- of-This-World Jokes ! 


We all cheered, (^9mJ 

it!” 


The supershy alien seemed to collect 
himself. He looked at us gratefully and 
repeated, “What is the only thing a PLF1N0T 






Out-of-This-World Jokes! 


could ask for? A U riUl ,.. SPACE!” 

The Scaleers tried to keep their composure, 
but it was useless—they all burst out 

laughiflf. 

Swiss-munching spacemice, Sam had 
done it! 

But the competition wasn’t over yet. It 
was Fa HQ's turn. The other competitors 
had already told so many jokes, it was going 
to be hard to think of another one. 

We all stared silently at Fang as he cleared 
his throat. 

Then he ^^^^fe^^^; his head. 

Then he BLEW his nose. 

In the end, he took a deep breath and 
began to stutter, “T-two c-cosmobandits 
e-enter a r-room aaaand . . . aaaaand . . . 
aaaaand ...” 

We all exclaimed, flnil? 


Out-of-This-World Jokes! 


Fang stayed silent. 

Claw stopped smiling, 
the Eh-Hems all held 
their breath. We spacemice 
looked at one another 
hopefully. 

Fang began to sweat 
and whispered in a tiny 
voice, ‘‘Uh . . . ummm, 
boss? Um, Eve PtW ®CT 

... I can’t even make anything 
up. Nothing is coming to mind!” 

The Eh-Hems exploded in ©f 

as Claw glared at Fang. 

“^(30(9000” Trap squeaked. 

Bugsy Wugsy and Benjamin high-fived, 
and Sally cried, ''Hooray for tine spacemice! 
Hooray for tine f In-Hems!” 

Starry space dust! We had managed to 




Out-of-T his-World Jo kes! 


defeat those fur-raising space pirates! 

At that moment, Sam held up his hands 
for silence. “The Scaleers have lost the 

iNTEf^SPAGE JdKE CMALLENGE. As promised, 
they must leave Planet Lockix at once!” 

















True Friends! 


Once the Scaleers finally left the planet, it 
was time for us to head home, 

too. 

Sam shook my paw. “We can’t thank you 
enough for your help, spacemice. Without 
you, we would still be trapped back at the 
stadium!” 

Sally smiled. “Now don’t forget, always 
maintain your Planetary Invisibility System, 
otherwise you risk having it faiBM again 
and —” 

But Sam interrupted her. “Oh, there will 
be no need!” 

What fti: tHe gotoixy was 

!?■ “Why not?” 

I asked. 





True Friends! 




Sam smiled as he explained. “Thanks to 
you, we now understand that we shouldn’t 
stay so closed off. We need to learn to 
-blPui-b others — that’s the only way to 
meet new aliens who are as nice as you! 
So we no longer need the 

sy^T£»^. We’re going to 
turn it off forever!” 


»t,’s been 




True Friends! 




“That’s MOUS£IUF/Cnt^%\” Thea cried. 

Sam continued. “That’s not all. We also 
decided to build a spaceport—that way, you 
can come back and visit us whenever you 
want!” 

We all hugged one another happily, then 
said good-bye to our new friends and 
boarded our SPACE 

SHUTTLE. 

Leaping lunar cheese balls, it was clear to 
me that the most important treasure in the 
whole cosmos is true friendship! 




Friendship Is 
Fortune 


We returned to MouseStar 1, where 
Grandfather William and Professor Greenfur 
greeted us eagerly. They were oUrcou^ to 
hear the details of our mission. 

When I’d finished telling them the story, 
Grandfather exclaimed, “Fabumouse iob. 
Grandson! See? When you try hard, even 
you manage to do something >Ne»done, 


good!” 



I felt my fur turn red, 
from the ends of my ears 
to the tip of my tail. I was 
HAPPY that Grandfather 
was pleased with me, but 




Friendship Is Fortune 




even nappi^i^ that everything had turned 
out for the best on Planet Lockix. 

Just then Benjamin ran up and gave me 
an enormouse llUQ. “You’re a mouserific 
captain, Uncle!” 

Bugsy Wugsy, Trap, Thea, and Sally 
all me in a big group hug and 

squeaked, 

CaHaiN 





Friendship Is Fortune 


It was wonderful to be surrounded by 

“All’s well that ends well!” I said. “But 
now I must go change my epacBsuit. 
I want to get comfortable and—” 

Trap interrupted me. “Just a whisker-loving 
minute! Aren’t you forgetting something, 
Cousin?” 

I tried to remember my IIIIGIJXT 
appointments. Oh, for all the planets out of 
orbit, nothing was coming to mind! 

My friends put their arms around me and 
led me along. As we walked, I kept thinking 
and thinking and thinking . . . 

What had I forgotten? 

Cosmic cheese rays, I was concentrating 
so hard that I didn’t even pay attention to 
where they were taking me! 

So, when I lifted my snout up . . . 



Friendship Is Fortune 




We were back at Astral: 

Park! 

“Uncle, we can finally MTDt the 
ShatterMousix!” Benjamin exclaimed. 

Bugsy Wugsy grinned. “Now that the 
mission is over, we can go a million times!” 

“And we’ll sit in the front row!” Trap 
added, nudging me with his elbow. 

For the love of space 
cheese, I had forgotten about 
the ShatterMoUSiX! And 
now I didn’t have any excuse 
to turn back! 

So I got in the line with 
my friends and waited to 
board the ride. 

After all, even if it was a 
mousetastically fur-raising 
experience, being with my 


oh no — 




Friendship Is Fortune 




friends made me feel more 
Plus, the adventure on planet Lockix had 
taught me that being too timid wasn’t always 
a fabumouse idea. 

I couldn’t wait to put my paws up and 
have a nice, quiet evening . . . but there’s 
sure to be another stellar adventure on the 
horizon, or my name isn’t Gsronimo StiltoniX, 
captain of the MouseStar 1 ! 
































I my 


Be sure 1 
P read all my 
fabumouse 
adventures! 


#4 I'm Too Food of 
My For! 


#5 Foor Mice Deep in 
the Jungle 


#1 Lost Treosnre ol 
the Emerald Eye 


*2 The Curse of the 
Cheese Pyromid 




#3 Cot and Moose in a 
Haunted House 



#8 Attack al Hie 
Bandit Cots 



#13 The Phantom of 
the Subway 



#18 Shipwreck on the 
Pirate islands 
















































SupemoBse! 


#31 Tbe Mysterious 
Cheese Thief 


Christmas Catastrophe 


INI flAKN FOa 


#34 Geroiimo Stilton, 
Serret Agent 


#39 Singing Sensation 


#35 A Very Merry 
Ckrisimas 


#40 The Karate Mouse 


#33 Geronino and the 
Gold Medol Mystery 







































Experiaent 


#64 Magkal Missioo 


#66 OperatioB: 
Secret Redpe 


#S9 Welcome to 
Moldy Mooor 











































Tbeo SliltoR oad the 
Dragon's Code 


Theo Stilton and the 
Ghost of the Shipwreck 


Then Stilton and the 
Secret City 


Then Stilton and the 
Mystery in Paris 


Don't miss any of 
these exsiting Then 
Sisters adventures! 



Theo Stilton and the Then Stilton and the 
Ice Treosire Secret of the Old Casth 


Tbeo Stilton: Big Tronble 
in the Big Apple 













































1. Control room 

2. Gigantic telescope 

3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 

4. Library and reading room 

5. Astral Park, an amousement park 

6. Space Yum Cafe 

7. Kitchen 

8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 

9. Computer room 

10. Crew cabins 

11 .Theater for space shows 

12. Warp-speed engines 

13. Tennis court and swimming pool 

14. Multipurpose technogym 

15. Space pods for exploration 
^ 16. Cargo hold for food supply 

17. Natural biosphere 
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Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 
and good-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! 








neei 

CeRONiiyiO STiLTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 7. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


THe iNViSiBie PlANeT 

There is a strange planet appearing and disappearing 
from the radar on MouseStar V. Geronimo and the 
crew land on the mysterious planet to 
investigate. When they arrive, they , 
discover the aliens who live there are 
hiding a secret. Can the crew solve 
.the mystery and save the planet 
before it’s too late? ^ - 
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